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I lay back with heavy-lidded eyes.

After a full half-minute I expelled the smoke through
my nostrils and murmured: " Divine, a marvellous
flavour !"

I told him of bhang, with its property of annihilating
time and space, and of Masheen whose graceful gestures
had woven themselves into the pattern of my adolescence.

" I don't want anything better than this,'5 he said,
" except a glass of Mavrodaphne when the Moment
comes. I keep some by me : the feel of it in my throat is
more satisfying than any human touch. Women don't
understand. They become excited by opium. They can't
divide themselves as we can : they don't know how to
stimulate and restrain the mind until it mounts, mounts,
mounts. . . . "

" And then ? "

" Then peace. You know. Nothing except peace. It is
better than any common ecstasy. I reach the summit of
bliss, drink a glass of wine, remain poised in heaven."

" I know," I said, although I didn't.

That evening, I smoked ten small pipes, and sipped
two glasses of his strong, resinous wine.

Gradually I felt released from terrestrial sensations.
Gravity first diminished, then vanished : I floated over
my body, seeing its inner life with a fond detachment :
gladness surrounded me : light appeared in crystals and
crosses of pure and flashing colour, and sound in har-
monies which reached the skies rather than the ear.

Now I was in Winchester Cathedral as an invisible
spirit: at one moment I filled the whole nave, then I was
a speck in soaring vaults of cosmic architecture: I was
always near but never reached some ineffable secret. Then
I saw the sapphire goddess, the Great Mother of the